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THE YEAR'S CONSOLATION.

TOien January's cold !i here.
And all the days are chill and drear;
When air and earth are tbick with mow,
Leaden abort eud white below;
1 ben let tit. ai we face the blast,
Glva thanks for blesatnxt in the past.

And lovingly rememter
Dear days of sweet September.

When February's alcet atd ball
Cause xneu to blver and to quail:
w ben on tbe Ice and tbroui the mow,
Blipplrs od tumbUte. morula go;
Then, n we srumble and complain,
Let us, to eeotbe the pain

Ol day to dull and totor,
Ke member bright oc.ooer.

When March la February'a heir.
And tnow aod lusrj are everywhere;
Ween fierce winds but le us at out,
Putting our hope of spring to rat:
Then ittni iwtttcu every day
H'lU touihta of Messing pasaed away.

And iLaakfally ieu.enber
That go.deii, lair Noiembtr.

Tfhen April, foster child of Maren,
ßulltn Instead of ay and a --oh.
And glvin frown la pUti ot amilea.
On aiony frtb sorrow nllrs.
Prolonging winter's gloomy reign;
Then let oa. as we bear the paiu.

Look backward, and vettern rer
Bright days of mild December.

POOR LinLE BEERS.

New Orleans Times-Democra- t!

A brawny six-foote- r, with a crop of
candy hair that defies time and a bold blue
eyt that never yet Deeded a glass, although
it most bare been locking about in thi
world considerably over forty years, a great
soft hind that iwallowa up in its heart?
clap moat of the hands it meets, and a voice
Like tolt thunder that's my friend 3n
CapelL Yon don't need to loo twice into
Ban'i face to know what kind of a heart
beats under that broad breast, and to see

him helping all the old ladies that crocs his
path into or ent of the cars, arranging their
baskets and bundles and looking out for

them in his unsmiling, but benevolent way,
confirms the testimony of his countenance.
Ben if, in fact, a sort of itinerant special
providence, walking about in a tweed euii
and Derby hat, and if the Humane Eoeletj
knew of half the people he has saved fro a.
sudden and violent death, room could hardly
be found even on his ample coat for all the
medals that would be voted him. I have
known Ben now for more years than I shall
pot on record in this paper, although our
acquaintance is greatly lacking In ihe qual
lty of continuity, for he is as enatlcin hi
movements as a comet, and appears and dis
appears at periods utterly nncalculable.

Ben travels for a gun manufactory. indeed
he is now a member of the firm, and he goes
whirling about tho world, dispensing death
dealing arms, and personal kindnesses
among all the nations of the giobe

It was he who carried a lot of muskets into
Mexico during Maximilian's brief reign and
came safely out again, with the proceeds of
his sale in the form of bullion; enough of it

' to load a float That, however, is an ad
venture quite apart from the story, and 1

only mentioned it as a farther index to
Ben's character, as it required neive and
adrlotness to bring it so a successful issue.

Ben arrived the other day from Anam
and came straight to my rooms, as he uu
ally does, where he knows be is always sure
of a welcome. I have a very pleasant suit o'
rooms down in the old part of the city, over
the shop of a hairdresser and perfumer.witb
a spare room where I can put up a friend,
for I see no reason why a bachelor should
not erjoy the luxury of hospitality.

I was of course delighted to see him, and
full of cariosity about all the places and
people he bad been visiting, while I had
been prosing away at home, in the old dull
fashion.

I ran down stairs to inform my landlady,
who Is aleo my caterer, that she must put
another name in the pot for dinner and un-
til farther notice; and stepped across to the
wine merchant opposite to order a dcz?n
claret, then horned back, my mind relieved
from hospitable cares and free to enjoy my
Iriend'a society.

I found him stretched out on my lounge
with his hands clasped under his Lead and
a look of retrospection in his eyes 1 had sel-
dom seen there.

"Weil, my dear fellow." I said, drawing
my chair to the fire, for it was a cool day,
and I am thin-booted- . "It teems good ti
have yun back once more from the uttermost
parts of the earth. How l.-n- g since you left
Aiiara? Fancy an old stay-at-honi- e like m
having a fellow freh frcrVthe antipodes to
dine with him. Come, wk up and begin
to tell me what you have seen."

"I have seen a ghest," reolled Ben solemn-
ly, and without removing his eyed from the
bronze Minerva on my book case.

"A ghost! What! Net here iu my etudy?"
"No, no," he said, slowly, ' it was before I

same in, down on the next block, in fact,
and there were two of thein."

Two! and walking the street in broad
daylight! This mcrt be locked to; our
ghosts are getttr g over bold."

Ben langbed and rolled over on his side
transferred his gezs from Mineva to myself.

'Felix,' he said, "you've no idea what a
queer sensation it gives a fellow who leais
the scattering sort of existence I do, rushing
aboos amocg all sorts of people until he al-

most loses his own sense of identity, to corre
suddenly upon " here he broke off, and got
up, stamping his feet so vigorously upon the
floor that 1 secretly trembled for the safety
of the perfumery bottles on the shelves be-

low.
'Well," I said, concealing under an as

sumed sympathy, my annoyance at the turn
tbe conversation threatened to take, "well,
what have yen come upon?"

Confound it!" resumed Ben, ,4how many
yeas ago was it, anyhow? That boy was
eighteen if he was a day."

All of eighteen, I should say," I d.

It certainly must have been twenty year?
ago,' said Felix, running his fioeers through
his thick, ruddy hair. "I'm not gray,
Felix."

"No," I admiited, putting my band up
nervously to my own bleaching foralock.

'But he Is: grsyasa badger, and weazen
and dim eyed; he must wear glafses."

The bov?" I inquired innocently.
No, the boy's father, George! It made

rue feel old to look at him. and that's an odd
sensation for me. too. I generally go slav-
ing along, never thinking of the years. Why
am I not gray and spectacled like him? I'm
fully as old "

Bat you have not produced a boy of
eighteen," I explained drylv.

George, you're right! The production of
a boy of eighteen means a good deal cf wear
and tear," said Ben, striding across the room
with a tread that set it all ajingle. bis heavy
boots echoing on the uncarpeted strip of
floor that neighbors the wall. I follow the
sew style in the treatment of my floor. It
happened that just at that time the estbe
tic wave struck this continent my s u ly
was loudly demanding a new carpet, so 1

taid: ' Lei's be at once esthetic and econ-

omical." I painted the floor rnvseif with
marvelous skill, and my ingenlons landlady
fashioned me a wonderful rug out cf a hand-tors- e

dark drugget lined with tbe best bits
of the old carpet, a rug as soft to the foot a
xnoquette. and keeping its place admirably.
I could tell yon of a number of clever dodgt
ray landlady and I have Invented betweer
us, but I do not choose to expose all the te
crete of my bachelor menage, and besides 1

am telling vou now of Ben.
He continued to stride about with hu

bands in his pockets, in a very exasperating

nd'so she married after all," he said ir
tone ot soliloquy.

Well, whit could you expectr I askee
brusquely, determined that he should at

lizsttalk to me. "She would have had
mn waiting for vom"

"Ga would for a act," laughed Ben, drorf J

s

ping intoalaire rocking-chair- , and begin-

ning to swing back and forth luxuriously,
with one leg thrown over its arm. "I never
aiked ber to waitr however."

'Of course she only needed to be asked," I
insinuated

Yes. I think so."
'What! that she would have waited twenty

j cciic.
"Ob, do. hardly so long as that; but a few

months. I'm sure she extected thatl would
ask her. and that she would have said yes

-- If she expected It you gave ber reasocs to
eicect it of conrFe: so von stand convicted
of trifline with her affections and driving
br to too what? an uncengenlal mar
ria?f?" ,

Wll. I don't feel very euilty about it,"
c-- in Rn. 1 am not aulte sure trat toe
had any affections, and my sympathies are
all with ber husband."

I rettled mvelf iu rov chair and nxed my
eyes expectantly upon "Ben, a an indication
tbat I considered Mui corauiiiifca ior in
vhole story, and after a few minutes hesi
lation he went on.

It was during the days of the Federal oc
cupancy, when you ieroniber society was
in a very chaotic state, and the young fel-

lows djwn here drawing pay, with bot little
work to keep them out ox luiscnier, were
rather hard np for agreeable femiuinef ociety.
Almmt nv etyjd looklce Ctrl conm oe a
reisrnine belle in those days if she knew how
to dress and dance, and would receive 'oncle
Rni'R hnn I wa3 down nere waiting ior
orders from the bouse, expecting every week
to receive notice that the gocda for my
Meximn Tentnre were on the ray, and fn
the meantime, as idle as the young captain?
and lieutenants wno crowded tue long table
r.t th TrpdwaTH and fouclit for tne wvor oi
Miss Romaine.

Armrdini? to their own statement the
Treadways didn't "take boarders." They
ivere oristnal ''Union sympathizers,' ana

. inj w- - -

the excess of their delight at seeing upe
United States truops in possession of tbeV y.
tbev had thrown open their house for the
accommodation of as many as cboee to tak
ud quarters with them. Of course tbe neat
tittle bill at the end of the month was never
foreotten, nor was'it ever quite clear how
the Treadways, who numbered only lour iu
heir immediate family, happtned to oe oc

cupying a house containing ten oj twem
bed-room- s, all furnished in cheap boarding-hous- e

style. However, we were not
particular as to details. Miss Romaine
was nrettv enough to extenu
ate any litt e inaccuracies of that kind; the
table was good, and we were in eneci mas
ters of the house. Every fallow was more
.r less in love with Romaine, but Kent, t

young naval lieutenant, and myself led tbe
deld, and after a little the others drew out of
the race, and Kent and I were the recognized
pretenders.

There was a little wasnea oui ienow wur
used to hang about the place a good deal,
bat we never looked upon him es in any
way even a possiole rival. He didn't live ai
he Tredways. but ne evening passed tbat h
lidn't come sllpp ng through the hall like
i phantom and stand looking In at the parloi
door, or venturing a little way Into the
room, sit down on tbe edge of a sofa, haianc
iog his hat in his bands aod staring about ib

n uncomfortable kill joy ort of fashioi
tha from anybody less insignificant, would
have provoked some kind of remonstrance
Nobody paid much attention to him; some-
times the old lady would perch on a chair
beside him a few moments and look at hin
with a patronizing smile of resurrected li-

te re it. Sometimes Mas Phebe, Romalne'r
plain cousin and foil, talked with him in a
whisper in one corner, and followed him to
'be door with an air of protesting and depre
catiog friendliness

I neyer connected him with Romaine in
tbe remotest manner, until one evening
when we were going to a ball together. I had
uer&uaded a self sacrificing friend to invit
the plain cousin, fcr tbe Iredwajs insisted
upon some show of chaperonage and I wa
Dleasing myself with the idea of walking
.nto tbe bull-roo- m with the prettiest girl in
the assembly on my arm. Romaine was g

that evening. I haven't said yen
rnvch about her; beauty, but she was as be
witching a little girl as you ever saw, with a
omplexion of ivory and carmine, ett ofi

by glossy black hair, and eyes that could
(anguish or sparkle as she cause, and were
beautiful under either aspect. Her mother
arcssad her like a duchess. They were corn-oion-plac- e

sort of people. I fancy they had
ueverbeen so well ofl in their live betöre,
aud the old lady, who was in her dull way a
zreat schemer, was evidently deie. mined
that this tide in their affairs should lead oc
to fortune for Romaine. As I was paying,
we were goin? to a bil and as we rustled
don the steps to the carriage a figure
stepped out of the shadow of the portico, and
a faint voice said:

"Why Romaine, are ycu going out?"
"Oh! how you startled mel" exclaimed

Romaine. 1 Going out? Of course I am; can't
you ?e that without asking?'

"Did you get my note?" asked the other.
"Yes, I got it." replied RomVne, m a

tone that said very plainly "I wish I
hadn't,"

"Romaine!". He spoke her name in a
voice of reproach and entreaty, which im-
plied some claim upon her consideration.

"Well, why don't you come in the morn-
ing!" sne said impatiently. "Yon know
I'm always engaged in the eveny:. I can't
keep people waiting to stand talking
with you low. Good night. Come in the
lEOruing."

I bad gone on and was waiting ior her at
the foot of the steps, but she tcok no paina
to speak low. She tan down with these last
words on her lips, and laid her hand on my
arm.

"Who js that?" I asked.
Oh, it's that Walter Beers! He bothers

my life out."
"He eeems a good deal bothered himself,"

I said, looking back at ' the disconsolate
figure on the steps.

"Vet," she said carelessly, and with a
hard little laugh I had already heard from
ber on oce or two occasions.

That night I lay awake a long time think
ing about Miss Romaine, and I eeemed to set
?ooie tnmgs in a new light

After this I used to watch for poor little
B;ers when he came sidling in in the even-
ing. It was perfectly clear tbat he loved
Romaine with all the strength of his litte
soul, and his devotion was so hopeless, and
himself such a meagre scrap of a man, one
couldn't help pitying him. Somehow all
this had the effect of cooling my admiration
for the girl, and L drew off a little, and left
Kent almost a clear field. I had never had
any definite int-niion- s. Marrying wasn't
exactly in my books, though I expected then
to marry some time. I found, however, that
if I had'not thought seriously about It otber
had. First, Miss Fbebe favored me with a
long confidential alk, in which she took oc
casion to discuss Kent, who, it eeemed, w

by the family as a very good fellow,
and ever so nice and kind to dear Romie
but not at all the sort of a man they would
with her to marry. Then th old lady man
aged to make it pretty clear that I was her
lavorite. Yon know how they do it, and
what sort of efftct it has on a fellow.

About this time Kent was ordred away,
and immediately poor littje Beers seemed
to pluck np heart, and actually got a chance
nojvaud then to speak to Romaine. I played
into bis baud a little I could afford to be
tenuous to the poor beggar, and I same-time- s

maneuvered to leave them alone to-
gether. 1 dvn'i know that it was any kind
ness to him, however, for he alwajs teemed
to go a a ay a little more melancholy than he
came.

I wasn't prepared to give her up altogeth-
er, however, atd I still took her out and
bought her books and music and bonbones
Sbe bad a wonderful appetite for gifts. It
tidn't matter much wbat they were. Sbe
looked upon them only as offerings at the
hriue of her beauty, and quautity was ot

more coutequence tban quality. The parlor
tables and etagere were heaped with a per-
fect museum cf ihete tributes.

Beers contributed generously to the col-
lection, too, and 1 suspect that some very
handsome thingi which she exhibited with
a mysteiious air as aifts from "a gentleman
friend" were from him.

It was on ChiUtniaa mcrning, I remember,
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i that I saw a little tableau, which was In
eort of wit reDroduced before my eyes to
day. Mies Romaine had a perfect avalanche
of gifts tbat morning. Every fellow in the
house bad remembered ber. and Kent who
was at Mobile, bad tent half a month's pay
in tbe shane of a bracelet. She appeared a
breakfast in the wildeit flatter of gratefa
vanitv. dreed out with all tbe lockets
bracelets, chains, brooches and earrincs tbe
Santa Clans' morning delivery had yielded
and wearine on ber bead a wonderfn
Dlumed bat. She was so ducedly pretty
thongh, that the the could stand it, and the
boys were only the more fascinated at seeing
tbeir girts so well receivea.

After brfakfast I made my way toward the
parlor, thinking to eperxj an hour or so with
ma belle, but as I reached tbe door, I saw
that another person had already acted npon
a similar inspiration, and was, so to speu.
In possession. Indeed, he wa quite literally
in possession, fox he was itanding beside her
with his herd laid careeslntrly npon her
noulder and his eves fixed greedily upon

her face. She, on ber part, was looking in
differently ont of the window, turning to
ward him a slight aquline profile, as hard
and irresDntive as marble.

I drew back as noiselessly as possible.
out I stumbled over a beastly kitten that
had crebt to the doof behind me, and a I
tnrned at tbe eta'rs I aaw her throw off hie
hanh with a hasty, impatient movement,
while a positive scowl disfigured her smooth
forehead.

It was a mean, nasty morning, with a reg
u!ar Christmas drizzle going on outside, so I
consoled myself for my disappointment as
well as I could with a pipe and a book in
my own room. In about an hour there was
a timid, half hesitating knock at my door,
and though he had never knocked there dc
rore, I knew by some sort of intuition it was
Beers wbo was proposing to visit me Tne
knock was so like him I knew it as well as if
he had been my daily visitor for years.

I opened the door, and he cam in with
that soft tread and tbat drooping, dispirited
manner, at once presuming ana apoiogeiio.

"Reading?" he said, glancing at the book
in my hand.

"Yes; take a seat"
I pitched the book on the table, and

pushtd a chair toward the fire. Instead of
fitting down, however, he marched straight
to the head of the bed where my pistols hung,
and drawing one out ot tbe holster put it to
his temple and pulled the trigger, without
oing thiough the preliminary of raising the

bammer. I sprang at him with a roar and
snatched it away.

Confound you!" I said; "what do you
mean? If you want tojdie go and kill your
self with a hand saw, something you know
how to handle."

Whether he was frightened by my roar or
it the temerity of his own attempt I don't
know, but be collapsed like an exhausted
Walloon, and sank all in a heap on the floor.
I picked him np by his coat collar, much as

would a terrier pup, and set him down in
he chair I had offered him when he entered.
tie was so little I coald have lifted him .off
'lis feet and held him out at arm's length.

He rat there trembling and whimpering
for a while, but by degrees he recovered him
elf, and finally leaned forward and held hie

tittle blue hands over the coals, concluding.
I suppose, that since he was still alive he
night as well be warm.

1 had been turning things over in my mind
is I looked at him, and when I saw he was
come to his senses so far I said :

"What do you want to die for? Is it on
Vlies Romalne's account?"

He nodded nis head, and went on warming
his hands.

"Well, I wouldn't kill myself for any
vornan alive," said I, "much lets foras heart
ess a creature as Miss Romaine Tread wav.
Don't yoa know that's inst what she'd like
to have you do? Sbe would take it all as
julv a proper tribute to her beauty "

''Bat she oughtn't to do me this way,"
says he.

"Do you how?" I aoked.
"Why, the promised to marry me, and

now she says she won't do it."
" tf hen did she premise to marry you?'
"Oh, years ego: before you Yankees all

cir e down here."
"And now she won't, eh? What's the

rea?ou of that?"
"Yoa know what's the reason, well

enough," he said sullenly.
"You think she's going to marry me," I

said.
lie nodded his head again, and the tears

began to stream down his cheeks.
"Well, she isn't," I said, straighteningmy

self up. "She isn'tjeoyouneedn'tkill your-
self on that account."

You never saw a fellow brighten up so,
"Do you mean it?" he asked, as if he

thought it too good tobe true.
"Yes, I mean it, and moreover, I am going

to start for Texas in tbe morning."
I hadn't an idea of starting three minutes

before, but I got up and drew my trunk out
of the closet and began emptying the bureau
drawer into It at once. I just felt a sudden
disgust and weariness with the whole busi-
ness, and wanted to get away from it as soon
as possible.

"And how about the other one?" he asked,
Setting up and moving toward the door.

"Kent?" said L "Well, 'tisn't likely he'll
be back here for a couple of years, if ever,
so you'll have a clear field, old fellow, and
the next time she promises to marry you,
have a preacher and license on hand, and
finish the basiness np at once."

He heaved a heavy sigh, shook his head,
Icoked dubiously into his hat, and slid out
without as much as a "thank you" foi
either the favor I had promised, or the ad-
vice I had given.

1 dined with a friend on a chance invita-
tion, and didn't see Miss Romaine again
until evening. She was alone in tbe parlor
when I came horueatabont 10 o'clock, evi-
dently waiting for me. She came to the door
when she heard me in the hall.

"Oh!" she said; "it's you. Where have
you been all day? We waited dinner an
hour for you."

"I dined with a friend."
'How mean! Oh Christmas Day, too."

She looked at me with what she meant for
an expression of tender reproach; but I was
quite emancipated from that sort of iuflu
ence by that time.

'Well." I said, ' I suppose it didn't make
much difference except to the turkey. Did
beers stay for dinner?"

"Lord! no. He stay fordinner, indeed!
Why should he?'

"Well, it would only be natural, wouldn't
it?" said I. "I thought accepted lovers gen
erally dined with their a veethearts on
Christmas Day. I'm sure I woulA with mine,
if I had one."

I don't know what you mean, I'm sure."
she said stitlly. "Mr. Beers is no accepted
ioverof mine.

"He was a year ago. wasn't he?"
"Now. Mr. Ca pell," she said, with an af

tected giggle. "You're too bad, I declare 1

dou'tsee wbat that is to you. Of course, I've
had my little flirtations like other girls, but
la! I never had the lest idea of marrying
Walter Brers."

'No? 'said I. "It's a pity you let the
poor fellow think so, isn't it? Well, I'll say
good-nigh- t and good bye at the same time.
I shall be off in the morning before you are
awake."

Amazement, scorn and Indignation all
struggled for mastery on Miss Romaine's
face, out I didn't wait to see which would
flrst find expression, i took her psssive
hand, pressed it gently, said good bye again

ith s we triie commonplace wish for bei
happiness, and left her s andiug like a
statue in the middle of tbe parlor.

To-da- y I saw Beers for the first time since
h tried to shoot himself with my uncockeo
pistol. lie was standing in the doorway cf
a house talking to a lad of eighteen. HU
band was laid carelessly on the boy's
shoulder and he looked at him with a fond
smile, but the boy was looking away down
tbe street turning toward his father a slight
ly aquiline profile, hard and irrespective as
marble, tbe exact counterpart of Romaine

read way's as I saw it that Christmas morn-
ing. "And that," concluded Ben, "was tbe
ghost I fcaw that poor little man. jaded and
and grayhalred, still pouring out his heart's
love like water on a rock.

Fxux Gbxt.

GOTHAM GOSSIP.

How the Last Da j g of the Tear Will
Be Remembered Long Afterward.

The Poverty of the Great City More Pal-
pable tbin Ita Kcha Tbonaanda

Thrown Out of Employment
Within the Paat Ten

Daja New York
Notes.

Philadelphia Prcus.

Nw York, Dee. 27. I was very much in
terested this Kornicg in a letter printed in
a leading newspaper in this city, from Fall
River, the writer of wbicu mate tbree
points. First, that tbe mills are all running;
second, that tbe operatives are all happy;
and third, that no dividends lave been
nida fnr tttA nt vr and none will be

paid this year to the owners of the stock.
am a professional writer and have been such
for nearly twenty-fiv- e years. Intelligent
industry enables me, as a rule, to hold up
my own end, and, In common with every

other man of like status, I have daily, not
to say hourly, applications from men and
brethren whose industry isn't intelligent,
and who require for their regular subsist
ence help from others who are more fortn
nate tban they.

This is Christmas week, and I don't exag
gerate one iota when I say that at least 100
of my friends and fellow-citizen- s have ap-

proached me with suggestions of pecuniary
oan, or gift, or advance, as tbe case might

be. II to so humble a man as I came so
great a crowd as. this, what must be the en
vironing host that surrounds aVanderbilt,
a Gould, a Bennett The fact of the busi-
ness is and what folly it is to deny it that
n evero line of trade hard times is the le

gend. Every store-keepe- r in New York
City, from Tiffany & Co., with their $10,.

000,000 of stock, dawn to the humble jew
eler on Park Row, will tell tell you, as
many oi them have told me. that never in
all their experience was trade so dull, was
profit so small. The butchers in Washing
ton Market even complain; the clothiers
that line Broadway and tbe Bowery were
filled with criticisms of the times. In all
the experience of the pawn-broker- s, there
never was so continnons a procession of
"please let me have something on this" as
they have encountered during tbe pascix
months, and as bids fair to be greater and
worse in ita developments tban the pano-
rama of contemporaneous human distress
now unfolded before the eyes of the average
publicist.

POVEBTT.

A friend of mine was smoking a cigar of
breakfast sojace this morning, looking
through the pane of wonder upop tbe street
of unoccupancy, when he saw a middle-aee- d

man, well dressed, with no overcoat. The
man looked at him for a moment, touched
his bat. ascended the steps and lanp the
bell My friend went to the door himself.

"What do you want? '
"Work."
"I have no work for you "
"Won't you kindly a'low me to clean tbe

snow from your door, steps and sidewalk?"
"What will yo i do it for?"
"For my brea fast"
Now tbat tells the story. Here was an in-

telligent man, well dressed, thongh without
an overcoat who wanted nork wherewith he
might fill bi own stomach with s atisfactory
food. He cleaned tbe steps with brooji and
ibovel borrowed from my friend. He
o eaned the sidewalk and the gutter, and
then be cam to the basement door for Ms
breakfast compensation. My friend bad lh
table put in the far corner of the icorn and
an appetizing and satisfying breatfi't
ppread, but the po?r devil was too chilled to
enjoy it. After a while he thawed out, and,
two or three cups of coffee bracing Mm, he
tackled te liver and bacon, the baked po-

tatoes and biscuit before him. Mellowed
somewhat, be regarded m friend, who had
smoked and fussed around the apartment
gently, with cotemporaceous human inter-
est, whereupon my friend, who i a man and
a brother, said: "What's the meaning of
this? Why are yon seeking employment
for this kind of pay ?" To which answered
the stranger: "I was a clerk in Blank &
Co.'s," naming one of the greatest dry goods
retail firms on 8ixth avenue, "and have
been for four years past on a salary cf ?25 a
week. With thirty others I was discharged,
last week, on forty-eigh- t hours' notice. I
had epent all my money, arid, for the sake
of sending some to my parents, in Connecti-
cut, I had anticipated my salary, by the
courtesy of the cashier, so that, when I was
discharged, I had nothing coming to me.

TWO DATS WITHOUT FOOD.

"I pawned my overcoat, for it was mild
last week. I pawned my watch, and on
Saturday n;ght I found I had nothing. I
borrowed something of a chum, and started
out to get work. I have been to every great
dry gojd3 store and every little shop where I
bad been previously known, but in every
place I was met with the wordä. 'We are dis
charging, not hiring men.' You may not
believe it, but I haven't eaten a morsel in
foitv eight hours, and, in despair, teeing you
at your wiLdow, I ventured to make tbe re
quest that you would permit ma for my
breakfast to shovel off your snow."

My friend believed his story, and give him
a dollar. Bat bless your heart, what's a
dollar? Fortunately, this mawas not mar-
ried. He ha no wife, no children, no home to
support Suppose he had. Wbere wu'd he
be to-nigh- t? Whero would he have been la&t
night, when the Heavens were opened with
storm, when the c'ouds burst upou us with
a magnificent development of enow, whirled
hitber and tnitber by tbe winds, eent hither
by the whirlwinds, eddying up and ebbing
down, until the very city was buried and
every spire in all the town was a magnifi-
cent picture for an artist but not much of
a picture for a hungry devil, with a wife and
children and aa unpaid rent bilL

Tell me this is an exception.
Bosh!
In my little line of life, in my circle of en

deavor, I find it at every point. I encoun
ter it at every step, men men, rcen in c ffice,
men ot power and influence find it tobe s
multiplied a thousand fold. That Mr. Van- -

derbilt Mr. Gould, Henry Ward Beecberand
other significant types of charity, are dis
tres-e- d by daily appeals, runningfar up into
the score, and possib y the hundreds, who
can doubt? Pennsylvania men of means
know the truth of this. New York men of
means appreciate it every hour of their ex-
istence Wbat Js the reason? Overproduc-
tion? Well. I guess not Have our mines
given ont? Not much. Gold and silver have
we none? What idiocy! The coffers of our
banks are overflowing Tr .atcompan.es of
this city alone bave $300,000 000 of money
to loan. I bave no douot, although I have
never taken pains to inv.stigate it, that I
can name five insurance companies of New
York and vacinity, whose combined assets,
loanable, fi-- the enormous altitude of
83u0 00?,C0."woile

.
the savings banks are cro- - n

1 - T !

ir g with a giuie oi money, ana tne imieu
SU'es Treasury is in an embarrasment and a
predicament to the most acute, the extrem
ist financiers the nation can produce.
, IIABD TIMES BET05D A DOC BT.

Lt us make no mistake about it When
gentlemen beg to be made conductors, when
well born, well bred college graduates seek
the employment of car drivers, when or
streets are swept by our old time associates,
and men who in other days would have been
welcomed to our parlors ask the privilege of
eleanieg our sidewalks for a cop cf coffee.
Isn't it tlrxe for us to call hlt? I under
stand that tbe New York Herald paid its
proprietor $50,000 leas than f1,000,000 profit

last year. Tbe New York Sun declared to,
itsetcck holders monthly dividends cf 5 per;
cent last year. The New York T:me, it
understood, paid to ürotner jqnes uu ms io nis enormous business affairs to tbe fortu-confreresJlO.O-

ian year. Tbe S'aats Zei- - nate leg tee af.-Tfja- id! That Hilton could
tnog paid its proprietor $250 COO lat year.
All the great corporations ot New Xork City
paid its proprietors well A score of rail-
roads, wbese headquarters are in Gotham. bf
their, ruanazement, conytneed their stock-
holders that 1S54 was a good time for them
and theirs; Dut what has that to do, what
have any these to do. with the s'ern
facts that confront ns at every corner, with
with be pallid features that meet every
humanitarian on tne street, with eicx r.omf
where

. .
tfee poor die, and the rck largoijh,

.

Ith no medicine, witn no rood, with no
comforts, wih no fire, with notbicg tbat they
should, have to mate death eay or exht
ence conjiortabie. 1 tell yoa. by. this
Nation, like tbe world, la trroanine in
mno'e.

We have bad periods of depression before.
We bave known wbat it it is to wonder

whence brad was coming in other years
than this, but we have never known a time
when universal humanity stood upon its
metaphorical head aud kicked the heel of
inquiry into the very space of doubt and de- -

p&ir a3 absolutely as they are doing in
these last diys of 18S4, confrontinz the abso--

Intely non-unders.anib- le conundrum of
135,'with anew party in power and untiied
hands npon the helm, with doubt and un-
certainty in every cLannel of trade, with
meegre sale?, with slim profit, wita marked-dow- n

pries and with a very multitude of
poor devils here, there and everywhere, beg-
ging for loans, ranging from the humble
five to the amplitudinous bnndred dollar
bill. Make no mistake about it, these
are not the days when men make money.
nor ine noun whpn women hug them elves
because their husbands are iu clover. This
in't the age for little children to lovs one
another e tbev are the offspring o
happy and contented parentage, bat rather
the times when penury clasps hands witn
trouble, and when commercial disaster walks

ocs-s'e- p with mercantile discomfiture, and
the black flag of despondeney is the univer
sal gonfalon, and humanity wonders ho.
much further trouble, embarrassment.
despair and destitution can carry the uni
versal race.

But never mind. Some folks are jolly as
these are sad.

WHAT A STEEET BROADWAY is!
What throngs and crowds of restless, push

ing, busy peop'e even the earliest hours of
the day disclose!

The day i brieht and beautiful, the sun
shJninz strong and the air bracing; just
enough winter in it to make brisk walking
a pleasure, and just enough of Indian Sum-
mer about It to sake a thick top c?at a bur-
den. Just as I turned the corner of Twenty,
third Street, sä I was looking at a magtifl
cent display of flowers in a window, my eye
ie.i upon me Dgure oi a wen Known man,
and yet a man who walks entire b'ocks in
this great metropolis unrecogr.ized, save
now and thei by a csuai ot.&erver. Ten
years ago his came wa cnerery lip. He
has shown how much stronger thousands arp
than hundreds, tow much more potent dol
lars are than cen's, how much nore
comfortable underclothes and over
coats are than shivering skins, and
how much more pTeasant roast beef
and hot effee. daily, are in the tented field
tban cold potatoes and frozen turnips. He
has been twice president tf theUoiied States,
ana it is cot hid fault that he was not made
pres dent the third time The man is Gen-
eral Grant; short stont, stardy. ruddy in the
face and apparent'' good for twenty-fiv- e

years to come. What will be bis fams in a
quarter of a century hence? How will the
contest with Le, in the Wilderness be re
garded by carefol studfnts of the fact, when
the prejudices pro and con of political life
are relegated to the background of h storv?
Of course we all remember Grant's slonch
hat, perpetual cigar and peculiar gait: but
those are things of the past. Hich now be
yond tbe dream of his most ambitious fan- -

e'ers, largely interesud in affairs of mometit,
in da'ly contact ana nightly intercourse
with men of talent and financial brain, he
finds it necessary to conform himself more
to tbe dictates of customarv gui-e- . He
Tears a h'gh silk hat, ly cut over-
coat, and neatly blacited boots. His beard
is more carefully trimmed, bis mustache is
linfdalamode and he bars himself mod
estlv as he raises along the etret. Take no
stock in the Grant & Ward business. Grant's
O K financially. He knos it, and we all
kr.ow it I recall the time when bis pres
ence would have attracted the attention of
thouands of peoDle.who would have cheered
him to the echo, and followed him fow miles.
Now, as I have said, it is rare that his coun-
tenance attracts the eye of one who knows
him.

PATTI IN 18G2 AND NOW,

Adelina Fatti. when I first saw ber, in
1800. at a ball given in honor of the Prince
ot Wales, in Montreal, Quebec, was a dark- -
skinned, dark-eyed- , b ack-haire- d girl, plump
as a partridge, with beautiful teeth, and as
full of the old Harry as any girl ot e;ghteen
I ever met As I saw her this morning on
Brcadwey, she is a matrcnly lady, with a
cbarmiDg expression on her beautifal face,
a woman of great personal dignity, conscious
hat hr stature If below the proper hei: ht,

and obviously endeavoring to make up for
that deficiency by a perfectly erect and some-
what strained carriage of the body. Al-
though it was not a cold day Patti was
dresed a she mgb be in the depth of win
ter. lar be it from me to attempt to de-fcrib- e

what she wore on her head. Whether
it was a hat, cr a bonnet, or a poke, or a
scoop, or a Mother Hubbard, I can't tellyou,
bat it was a pretty combination of red silx,
I guess, and black lace, with a long plume,
the color of which I aon't remember, but the
effVct, as a whole, was very pretty. Her ex-
quisite figure, which ail these years has
not changed, and professional dissipation
nas failed to afiect, was covered by a mag-
nificent sealskin cicak, dolman, I suppose
yoa call it, which reached to the top cf her
little boots, and these was trimmed by a
darker fur, tbe name of which I can not be
expected to give.

S'gnor Nicolinl, her husband, was with
her, and a right baodsome fellow be is; tali
and stately, his marked Italian visage show-in- e

signs of age and hard living, but his
bearing courtly and gallant in the extreme
Patti's girihhness is not assumed; in otber
words, sbe dcs not play the kitten. Her
exuberance of n anner is perfectly natural,
and she fiods deluhl in looking in the .shop
windows, and seeing the people as truly now
t.s when she was a poor young girl, singing
in lecture rooms and posing iu concert halis
for the rueagerest of stipends. I regard Patti
as a credit to her sex, net only btcue she
is phenomenally gifted and has improved
her gift, but because, with all her wealth,
and with temptations to which tbe ordinary
woman need never give a tbougbt, sbe bears
herself frankly to her friends, and loially to
the man she loves.

WHAT STEWART LEFT BCIII5D.
I reached Stewart's poor old Stewart

marb.e store, on the corner of Broadway
and Ninth Street, and I was induced to
think of (he unhuried millionaire and to
look at his store, because, after lis fifty
years of unprecedented success in theme
tropo is, having made a nane known
throughout tbe commercial wcrld as a

of eolidity, ot shrewdness and sagec
ity. never having had a sun upon any of
hia stores--, I saw bis oid narb'e palace dis-
figured by two huge signs. It really seems
as if Hilton and all that post-S:ewa- rt gang
wanted to do their best to traverse every pet
whim and caprice of the old fellow, and, if
possible, io eradicate even the memory of
his name from the face of the Strange
enough, as 1 stood there Mr. Hiiton came
out and 1 had a good look at him for the
ärst time iu many months.

Hilton, you know, is the lucky deg who,
af er twenty five yesrs of canine fidelity to
Stewart and Stewart's desirts, woke up one
morning, his patron beirgcead, to find him
elf tbe owner of $1,00 (AO cash left him bj

his late master, and, as if that was rot suffi
cient surprise to the wcrld, who, knowir.g
Hilton's devotion to Stewart's interests, be-

lieved that he would be handsomely, though
not munificently, remembered in the mer-
chant's will, a very abort time thereafter it

f.
was announced, with all form and ceremony,
that for this identical $1.000,000 Mrs S?eart

is, Lad fold her husband's right, claim and title

carry on tbat monumental enterprise, which
Stewart bad worked fifty years to build up,
none biieved; but that Stewart's partner,
Mr. Libb would continue there was the
universal belief.

How subtle a thing mercantile reputation
is, and how, after all. even credit depends
upon !be gossip of the trade! That Hilton's
notes or obligations, ralher, (for I believe
the firm never gave notes) were jast as valid
and as certain to be paid as those of the
original Stewart goes without sayinz; and
yet when it was generally understood
tha this house aüd trat house and tbe other
house wfre overselling and outdoing the
once pride of the dry goods trade, no one
was surprised. Everybody said: "This is
no mure than to b eiptc'.ei," and little by
little it became evidrnt there was no puah.
no drive, no enterprise, no desire to do any
thing but realize and get ont. So, after all
the life of Stewart may be eunimed np in
thisEentecce; he has realized and got out
The old man is dead and the property has
not enrvived. His lea'ee doesn't care a rap
ior mm. ana less for his memory.

Andy's Eho.
Somewhere in ti:e vale of Killarney,
fce famous for lore and for blarney.

An echo tt atei clear as a bell.
Now love was ttm matter wid Andy,
And wan tnornliR r.riiht. ircsh and handy.

He vowed he would try it a pell.

And Kittle, the same unbeknowlng.
Just happened that way to be polng.

And eat down to rest on the stile.
Swer t summer the trees was adornin?.
ire Dims were all snaking "Good morning"

au. m j ilbi mme rvmy am lie.
Andy never dreamt she was near him.
And cried, to the echo might htarhim:

Ocn. Kluie. I'm dyirgfor you!"
When Kate, wid a voice like a starling.
fried: "Andy, plesso rton't there's a darling.

oure i bj your own Millie, ior ID rue. "
Andy opened his eyes wid wonder.
Aua made for the tree the was under,

Faitn. he v asn't abamed in the laate.
Said be: Oci. It's lere wbere the bliss Is,"
Iben smothered tbetcco wid llse.And oS they both ran for tne praate,

William Lyle.

Cowcninber.
Notes and Queries,

Although it may be doubted whether
fifty years ago the fashionable pronuncia

tion ol the word was cow cumber." vet the
statement that it "was ever written other
wise thaa cucumber, at least by persona of
an Ü All 11 o tr . " ar o aa a f 1 T"u J j uvMiivU fuy riiaiuijr IU tJiivr XII
dictionaries, as a rule, the latter is the word
used; in Barrett's "Alverio" (1850) it an
pears as "a cocumer.". ... Tbe cow nrtfix is
aeemea a vu'garisui at the present day and
was considered so even in the seventeenth
century by some; for we read in Westma- -
cot's "ticripture Herbal." Clu95t "Onrnm
bsrs or cowcurabersae the vulear stile them."'
ip. liu;. isotwithstauding this assertion.
the "vulgar" term fjund general acceptance
iu a large section of the community, if we
may judge frm the following extracts from
works of the seventeenth and eighteenth
centuries. Withal's "Little Dictionarie for
Cnildren" (10S0), contains "a garden of cow
cummers." We find cowcumber in tbe
"Gaz pbyiacium Anglicanum," (18G). and
cowcumber or cucumber in "A New English
Dictionary," by J. K(ersey). (1702 Iu
Praxis Medicinae." and 1C3Q), written

by that famous and worthy physician,
Walter ßruel, I have counted fourteen ex- -

amp'esof the word cowcumber. but have
not found one of cucumber. Tbe former I
have met with in other medical works of tbe
same period. At pee 47 of Westmacot's
work is the line Cucumbers or mutton
cumbers."

Figures of the VVafthitigton Monument.
I American Architect.

The entire mass of new concrete benea'h
the old foundation is KG feet G inches
square, 13 feet 6 inches in cepth, making a
total ueptn or 6b feet IU inches, aad extends
18 feet within tbe outer edee of the old
foundation, and 23 IVet 3 inches without the
'acne line. The mass contains 7137 enbic
yards of Portland cement concrete, of a mix-- 1

a ktare Dy volume cl one Dart cement, twn
parts sand, three parts pebble, and four
parts broken stone. This concrete possess-e-
a crü8atng strength, when seven and one- -

halt months old, of 155 Ions per square foot
The entire work of uuCerpining was ac-

complished without causing tbe slightest
crack or the least cpening in anyjuiut of
that portion of the monument already de-
scribed." The area of the original rubble
foundation was G 400 equare feet, to which
was added 1G.U02 square feet of concrete, a
surface two and one-nai- f times as great, and
as the monument, as now completed, wehs
80,470 tons, this will give ü normal pressure
on ibe bei of the foundation of moie than Zx3
tons to the square foot, which will bs in-
creased to a maximum pressure under tbe
action of the wind. The shaft, which is 555
feet high, has a base of 55 feet; it is there-
fore ten diameters high, with an entasis of
one foot in every thirty-fou- r in height It
is faced with white, large crystal marble,
and backed with with blue granite; but as
the wailä increase in height, the proportion
of granite diminhhes, and at the level of
452 feet the backing disapp ars, and the
s alls from that le7el to the top are entirely
of marble. The etttiewent of tbe structure
varies at each corner, but the average is 1.7
inches.

Tue interior of the monument consists of
an iron frame, m two parts, one of which
carries the stairs and landicg?, the other tbe
elevator machinery; as the work progressed,
this was utilized for lifting the stones.

A i ouc-hiijjc- ; Story.
I'etland Revisited. I

When, in 1GG, my niece. Miss Janet 8.
H g, was at the boarding scnool of Miss
H , Avenue de Neuilly, she had lessons
in painting from M li n. At the be
ginning of tbe session he told my niece a few
anecdotes about his little Scutch terrier,
Merlrtro Tin WM nhlicprl tn Ipkvr Paria tir m

dog
mm, leu it in coarge oi a irieua. tsy some
curiou) chat ce the friend was ca'led sud-
denly to St Petersburg, and, knowing
what to do with the little creature, took it
witn him. Both man and dog reached St
Petersburg safely; but shortly öfter their ar-
rival the dog was lost, and though every ef-

fort was made to recover it, M. H n's
friend was obliged to write and say tbat
Medor6 was hopelessly lost About the end
of May, some months after the letter had
been received, M. U n came as usual to
give his lesson. He seemed in great grief,
and in broken accents asked to bs excased
from giving the lesson, as he was quite inca-
pable of it "My poor little dug I my poor
tittle dog:" was all that he could say for some
time.

At last, being encouraged by his pupil's
sympathy, he told her the who.'e story. For
some time a miserable, half starved dog.
eovered with scars and bruls, had rersisttd
in scraping at his dcor; and the servants,
being annoyed by its persistence, kicked tbe
dog down stairs repeatedly. Bat as soon as
it recovered from its fall it returned to the
door and renewed the scratching. When-
ever M. H n entered or left the house
the dog kept jumping upon him and trying
in every way to attract his attention. At
last an idea flashed across bis mind. Could
th s disreputable looking animal be by any
possible cbar.ee the dog which bad been lost
at St Petersburg? He fixed his eyes upon
it, and said "Medore!" The deg gave a
pierc egcry and fell at his feet .He picked
it up, carried it into the house, and laid it
gently on a sofa. But Medore was dead.
Any one wbo can fail to appreciate the in-

tense pathos of this story, the cruel trial to
the little animal who had traveled aiore
loose thousands of weary miles to have to
ple.-- d so long to his own master for recogni-
tion, and the feeiingof tbe poor master
ne resi zed the suflering he had caused to
bis faithful little deg suffering a hundred
times more bitter, we ventLre to affirm, than
all the trials and privations of the road-m- ust

carry his heart in his bosom, with a
blind aids for the animal world round him.

FOItSTJKB.

Thoe we love truly ceTer die.
TiiOCftb j?ar by year tne d raamortal wreath,
A rih aed Co er, trre of life aad Ceain,

Are laid ujoa tbeir graves.

For death the pure life saves.
And life all pure Is lore, and love can rrach
Irum ileavt-- to earth, aod nobler leaaoaa

teac'i
Than u.of e by mortals read.

Well bleat la he who baa a drar one dead.
A friend be baa wLoe e face will never chants;
A dear communion tbat will tct grow stracge;

The aschor of love la death.
Tl)e tlef?e(l ,wtceti of a loTim treats

111 reach our chttk all fresh throaah weary
a

For ber who died loa since, ah! waste not
lean;

She's thine unto tbe end.
Qwl for one dear friend,

w Kb face ailil radiant with tte lltht of truth.vvnoe love cornea ladea wlia tb aoeut ofyouth
Through twenty years or death.

John Boyle O'Reilly.

LITTLE FOLKS.

Mamma Yes, my child, we shall all know
each other in Heaven. Kdith-B- at, Main
ma. we can make believe we're oat whensome of them call, can't we?

A little Southsider, on bearing her father
read Mexican history about Santa Anna,
suddenly exclaimed: "Oh, papa, is Santa
Anna the wife of 8anta Claus H Eagle.

T wish I had lived in aner," said a little
fellow, who? mother had just been punish-
ing him. "What do yoa mean by tbat non.
sense?" she said, sharply.- - 'Because teacher
said people should never punished in anger."

In a Sanday-s-choo- l the teacher had beenexplaining the text, "Let your loins be
fcirded." Wishing to see if they understood
the explanation be said to a boy: 'Weil
ell me how and why we are commanded to

gird np our loins?" "To keep up our
breeches, sir," replied the youth.

Two little girls of about eight years of cea
were heard discussing the subject of matri-
mony. Fanny: "When I marry, I am go-
ing to marry a doctor." Emma: "And tan
going to marry an asrny officer." Fanny:
'That will be very foolish in yon. If way-break- s

out your husband will have to go to
the front He will probab'y be killed and
then you and your fcalf a dcxen children
will be in a nice fix."

Mr. Squires took his little boy Sam ont for
a walk on- - Sunday. AniODg other things,
Mr. Squires explained to his son how the
wood of the trees was med bv tbe carnnf era
to make furniture. "What do the car pen-te- rt

make out of the hollow trees?" asked
Sammy. "I don't think they can use themat all?' replied the narent "I ihnnM
think, pa, tbev might make emDtv born
out of the hollow trees," replied the sapient

He Knew the Cards.
Harpers Bazar.l .

Herbert's mamma took him to Bandar.
school the other day, aod tbe lesson being of
tbe depravi.y cf the heart, the teacher drewa large heart on tbe blackboard by way of
illustration.

"Mamma," said Herbert, with a nndmiTTm .i. . . i - ....

Johnnle'a Ideaw
"Mamma, will my shoes go to Heaven T'
"Why, no, Johnnv: what nut such at rf.

dicn'ous thought into your head?"
"Oh, nothing;only you Faid Iat night thateverything that ha a soul goes to Heaven ifthey are go&d, and my shoes have soles andare good I '
r hen Johnnie s ma got throueh with him

he thought her slipper also had a good sole.

The Infant's Lullaby.
TDetrolt Free rre?s.

A Cass avenue lady has bten teaching her
ittle two-ya- r old grandson to say ois Drav.

ers, and every night she has rocked him to
sleep with the infant lullaby :

"Now I lay me down to sleep."
Tbe otber evening she waaabont to lay

him in bis little bed when ha a eenilv r.K.
ected: .
"Sing me a'more. eran'ma. sine me a'more- -

Old Dan Tucker," said the pious and observ
ant infant

Ar,d now she Is wonderine who tanebthim'
his "other" prayer.

CÜKIOÜ3, AND SOIKSfrXFIO.

MM. H. Fol and E. Tarasin have ascer-
tained that sunlight penetrates the waters of
the lake of Geneva to a depthof 170 meters,
where the luminosity I about equal to that
of a clear, moonless night

The oldest geographical society In Europa
is tbe Cosnjographic 8ociety of Nuremberg.
It was established about 1740, and first came
before the public in 174G. It was connected
with the Ilomann institution in the same
city.

At a meeting of the Royal Geological So-
ciety of Cornwall, England, Professor War-
rington Smyth drew attention to the tem-
perature of deep mines, especially thoee of
Nevada, the great heat of which he ascribed
to chemical changes going on in the lode,
itself.

The paper made from eawiust has now
been improved, until it is of excellent anal- -

jity, good color, not so hard as to wear tbe
tj pes as it d:d at first, and much cheaper in
price. Nothing but chips and sawauat are
used in making it It promises a revolution
in the print paper Industry.

It is reported that Prof. O. Bars, of Chria-tiani- a.

received two years ago ome mud
taken from the bottom of an Australian
lake by a Norwegian geologist Recently he
placed in the mud in email aquaria and suc-
ceeded in producing from it quite a fauna
of Australian fresh water invertebrates.

6f eating lately in favor of cremation in
infectious cases, Sir Spencer Wells men-
tioned tbat an epidemic of scarlet fever had
been caused in a country towu by the opin
ing of graves of persms who died with the

infection having retained thair vitality for
nearly a third or a century.

As to the depths reached in sounding the
ocean. Lieutenant Berry man obtained bot-
tom at 4,580 fathoms a short distance south
of the Banks of Newfoundland. The depth
of tbe tea is commonly exaggerated. People
usf d to think that it ranged Irani 7,000 to
8,000 fathoms. Tbe average depth U 2,500
fathoms in both the Atlantic and the Pa-
cific,

A chemist of Manich has invented a pro-
cess whereby a white powder, which has all
the properties of quinine, maybe produced
from coal. It always happens this way. Just
about tbe time a product of nature becomes
so tteential that apprehension is excited lest
the natural supply uay fail, or its price be-
comes so high tbat the poorer man can cot
buv it, somebedy comes to the rescu with a
sufficient recourse.

As a means of producing an artificial sea
atmosphere in bouses, the use has been sug-
gested of a solution of peroxide of hydrogen
containing 1 per cent of czonicetber, iodine
to saturation, and 2 50 per cent of sea aalt
The solution, placed iu a steam cr band
spray diffuser, can be distributed in the
finest spray in a room at the rate of two
fluid ounces in a quarter ot an hour. It
communicates a pleasant odor, and is said
to be as good a purifier of a sick chamber as
eyer used, besides being a powerful disinfe-
ctant

A most extraordinary disen fee ting com-
pound for purifying tbe atmosphere of tha
sick room has been presented to the Berlin
Medical Society. Oils of rosemary, lavender,
and thyme, in tbe proportions of ten, two
and naif and two and one half par's respect-
ively, aLd mixed with water and nitric acid
in the proportion of thirty to one and

The bottle should be shaken before
using, and a sponge saturated in the con
pound and left to diflc.se by evaporation.
Simple as it is, tbe vapor of this compound
is said to possess extraordinary properties in
controlling the odors and ttfluvia cl ofTca
slva and infectious disorders.

time, and not being able to take the with!di!fa5? thirty years previously, the germs of

not

when


